THE 6ATE H0USE STORED.
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" ‘ AY, Jeff,” said Morgan Drew, as the
two boys were walking home from
school one Iriday evening, “ I was

thinking that the ice ought
f;::-.'._:‘;,h to hold i-:\‘ {omorrow

just

to be strong
morning.

“ Sure,” ¢ | “Let's take

a hike over to Peck’s pond and see what con-

l!l‘1"l-ii 11 =

[he two bovs disposed of their school books

amd in a few minutes were on their way.

]',‘ ‘| - !'-.u‘,\.! lay at the t"!_“:"' inf a4 \I!'I.u” W l_llJ'l'-.

a full mile from

xclaimed Jeff Blinn.

i.’l Now

the boys' homes.

‘There’s a rabbit’s track!” c¢ried Jeff, as
they made their way across the big field.

“ THow d o vou know they're rabbit tracks 7"
qguestioned Morgan,

“Well, you see. a rabbit’s hind legs are very

long and powerful amd miake these big tracks,
and those twe little ones are made by the front
feet, which are much smaller than the others.”
“ Gee" exclaimed Morgan, fishing a note
book ocut of his pocket, “ I'm going to make
a sketch of tracks,” and, dropping on
his knees, an to carefully copy them.
The older bay staod looking over his chum’s
, shoulder in admiration as the artist’s nimble
fingers quickly reproduced the tracks. Jefi's
pride in his friend’s literary and artistic talent
and Morgan's admiration of the other’s knowl-
edee of scouting and woodcraft was the great
bond between them
“ Bally, S " exclaimed Jeff, as his chum
put the finf touches to the sketch, ** that's

a dandy drawing.
o=
<>

AMorgan's skeich. artist.

Speaking of a story,” said Jeff, “ it would
be just as good as a story to follow up this
track. Why, we could almost tell what this

these

he be

how

“0, it's good enough
to give me an ideaif I
ever want to use a rab-
bit’s track in a drawing
or a story,” remarked
the

e

WRITE A
LETTER

S,
“In a slow !carfnf\

voice he read.”

rabbit was thinking about as he hopped
along.”
“How?"” asked Morgan. '

“Why, simply by reading the tracks in the
snow.”

“Let's do it!"

Jeff needed no second invitation, for there
was nothing he liked half so much as follow-
ing a trail.

“Look,” he said, stopping after the boys
had followed the track for several minutes,
“this means something.” Several® tracks,
closely buinched, showed that the rabbit had
stopped, as if he was undecided as to which
direction to take.

“He must have been. startled by~ some
noise,” explained Jeff, closely examining the
tracks, “and he has stopped here to look
around.y Yes—sece?” he continued, pointing
ahead, “the tracks are farther apart now.
le's traveling faster than he was before.”

The boys followed along for a hundred

vards or more, when Jeff. who was in the
Iead, suddenly came te a stop.

“Whew ! ” hewhistled, bending over some
tracks that were mingled with those of the
rabbit. “ The plot thickens!"

“What are those new tracks:”
gan, excitedly.

“Dog.”

“But why did he stop here and turn around
and go back?" demanded Morgan.

“He realized he was going in the wrong
direction,” answered Jeff.

“But couldn’t he see the tracks led the
other way?”

“ A dog follows a trail by scent, not sight,”
ilaughed the older boy.

A few paces beyond the boys came to the
spot where the dog had first discovered the
rabbit’s trail.

“Well,” exclaimed Jeff, after he had exam-
ined the tracks a bit, “I think I've got it
doped out. The distance hetween the dog's

asked Mor-

front and hind t=acks shows that he

nin:_: at a pretry !_;luui chip whkien he crossed
the rabbit's trail. Right here™ hé continuer
pointing to a spot where the dog's tracks were '

clongated and sunk deeper iuto tl
“* Mr. Dog scented the rabbit and threw on
his brakes, He turned and smelled back -
the trail to the place where we first
tracks, and as the scent grew wgaker the
knew that he was going in the wrong dire
tion, so he turned and headed the other way.”
The trail led toward a fringe of grass nea
a rail
they saw that the rabbit’s tracks were not very A
far apart, which meant that Ise had hopps
along in The' dog's tracks

fence, and as the boys  wa

a leisurely way

however, were much father apart, showing
that he had made great speed along
Hurrving along, they soon came to the le

where Jefft discovered anothex ntere
point. Carefully parting the tall grass
closed a SHug little shelter where, owing to T 3¢¢

the packed appearance of the smow, the rab
bit must have remained for some Lime. e fi
“Mr. Rabbit
pretty close to him.”
“ How do you know that 2"
ished Morgan.
* Because the

stayed here till the dog wa
asked the aston

rabbit’s tracks |

show that he was in a big hurry,” answeres
the ather. * No rabbit would travel a ist
as these tracks indicate unless he was forced
to. As there are no other tracks around, i
shows it must have been the dog th cd
him out.” did

The trail led under a fence and. climbmg
bver,” the !I(’\‘\':-, followed the tracks - fully
a quarter of a mile, where a man's tracks
joined the trail.

“Tlello! ” exclaimed Jeff, after he had care-
fully examined these tracks A hunter, I .
suppose. The trail's gettin’ warm. Looks like 4,

a hunter’s track.” cordn

The boys now hurried and soon broke nto 1T,
a rin, for the excitement of the chase |
gripped them as keenly as though the gam
was actually within t. Presentl
they came to a pile of lumber,
arranged boards and the i ck
showed plainly that the rabbit, being closely :
pressed, had taken refuge there. Jeff spent  oled o
some time walking around the heap of boards,
examining all the marks and tracks with great ..
care. Following the tracks a short distance
from the pile of lumber, he stopped before a i e
spot in the snow and beckoned his chum to
follow. ,

“What is,it 2" shoiutted Morgan '

“It’s the end of the trail,” answ ¢
pointing to several splashes of red upon {

SNOW: .

“Jinks,” Morean exclaimed. “ he eot him.
didn’t he?”

“He sure did—and it took two ¢
get him, too,” said the other boy, producing
the two empty shells

As it was now too late to visil

their

Dear Friends

We happened 1o

writer
write a letter.

At first we didn't lknow
could write © ' -
after we studiec
while we
and this

The Dutchman being the
heaviest was chosen o pri

He finds out,
ion, which lette:
and then jumps
might.

The Doctor st
typewriter and watches
the letters are being

t We didn't
way, it should
T, but the Cook
the shift key which makes
letters.

The Dunce
where he has o
machine and we had an awiu
him out

The hardest work
riage, which 1s the thing
paper, back. When it get
a line, the Turk and the Uo
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y» way we went

ands

mean To P
have been a

forgot 1O

just fell

been ridir

ready for the
which is £
We are all well except
Weenie Grandpa, who fel
shell,
his shin
The Chinaman couldn'f

%ol

day because he had a

Well, we will have to
time, as the Dutchman 1is
hardly jump from one key 1o
and the Cook says that
‘home and put on a lima Dean
supper.

a little.

truly
TE‘J"I-
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